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( 260 ) 
KECOGNITION. 

By John Albee. 

Led by the thread which destiny unrolls, 
Before our eyes have seen or ears have heard, 

We feel the presage of familiar souls 
And all our being- is with longing stirred. 

Partly I saw but more I felt her fair. 

Such brows of gleaming white! and gleamed as well 
Her ear transparent half hid in her hair, 

As shines in seaweed a small rosy shell. 

"Was any hope or fear in her begun 

That raised her eyes and breathed through all her breast? 
Ages ago her soul with mine was one, 

Nor even halved by a corporeal vest. 

At last the hour was come in which I sought 
To cross her path, borne on by Fate's design; 

But, held by all the power of subtle thought, 
I only told her eyes what shone through mine. 

How soon with one quick thrilling glance she turned! 

How well she knew this late, this old embrace ! 
The spirit's legend in the strange light burned, 

And all the past was easy to retrace. 

Our life's dark paths all lead one certain way ; 

Love draws us on to all that is our own ; 
"\Ve think we miss so much — so oft we lay 

Our hearts in hands, that leave us still alone. 

So many things just hint the real thing. 

Too long I dallied with a phantom face 
That only taught me how this soul to bring 

Nearer to thine and its appointed place. 



